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He widened knowledge and escaped the praise 5
He wisely taught, because more wise to learn ;
He toiled for Science, not to draw men's gaze,
But for her lore of self-denial stern.
That such a man could spring from our decays
Fans the soul's nobler faith until it burn.

TO A FRIEND

WHO   GAVE   MB   A   GROUT   OF     WEEDS   AND   GRASSES;,
AFTER A DRAWING  OF DTJRER

TRUE as the sun's own work, but more refined,
It tells of love behind the artist's eye,
Of sweet companionships with earth and sky,
And summers stored, the sunshine of the mind.
What peace!    Sure, ere you breathe, the fickle

wind            *

Will break its truce and bend that grass-plume

high,

Scarcely yet quiet from the gilded fly
That flits a more luxurious perch to find.
Thanks for a pleasure that can never paU,
A serene moment, deftly caught and kept
To make immortal summer on my wall.
Had he who drew such gladness ever wept ?
Ask rather could he else have seen at all,
Or grown in Nature's mysteries an adept?